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NA 


Nate stood in front of the mirror which hung on the back of his closet door. He gazed at his reflection and 
frowned as he adjusted his shirt, shifting the wide, cut-out collar off of one bare shoulder. The hem of the 
shirt was also cut, making it skim just above his navel. It revealed skin, which was his goal. It gave the perfect 
glimpse of his toned, flat stomach and freckled shoulder. His attention turned to his messy, strawberry-blonde 
hair. He ran his fingers through it and sighed. 


Jenna, his roommate, sat on his bed, watching and rolling her eyes. “It's not gonna happen, Mendel. Just give it 


up. 

Nate glared at her through the mirror as he squirted some gel into one hand and then ran it through his hair. 
Once he was satisfied with his carefully careless look, Nate picked up an eyeliner pencil and thickly lined his ice- 
blue eyes. 


"You don't even know if he likes guys." Jenna started with him again. 


"Once he gets a load of me, he will" Nate snickered at his innuendo. 


"Oh, god. Gross." 
He turned from the mirror and adjusted his crotch in his obscenely tight, ripped jeans. 
"Nate!" Jenna screeched and held one hand out, blocking her view of him. 


"Please, bitch. You love it" He turned to his dresser and picked up his wallet, phone, and a handful of the 


condoms he cheekily kept in an cupcake-shaped cookie jar. 

"You're ridiculous. Slut” Jenna shook her head as she stood up. "Call me if you need me. Be careful out there." 
"Will do." 

"And take lots of pictures!" 

Nate giggled. "Will do." 

"Of the show, pervert!" 

The apartment in West Seattle was a fifteen minute walk to Easy Street Records. Nate was friends with a guy 
who worked there. Okay, he was more like a hook-up, but they were friendly enough. The guy was letting Nate 
in early, a favor he had arranged a couple weeks ago in exchange for the best, life-altering blowjob the guy 
ever got. 

"Like this band a lot or something?" 

"You could say that," Nate replied with a grin as they quietly made their way down the alley in the back 


"Which one of them you want to fuck?" 


"Guess," He replied as he turned his upper body toward the guy and showed him his shirt. Screenprinted in 
white was a picture of Stone Gossard's face along with the words, ‘Where is Stone? Oh my God! 


"Of course. Always the guitar player. I'm not sure he'll be quite as into you as you think" 


With a wider grin, Nate said, "What happened last time you doubted my abilities, baby? And not always. Last 


week, | fucked a drummer who only thinks he's a guitarist" 
"Slut" 


"You love it," He purred as he brushed his hand over the guy's crotch and slipped through the door being held 


open for him. 


"You owe me another blowjob, you know." 
"Hm. Maybe." He winked and turned to find himself in the small kitchen of the record store's cafe. 


He cautiously crept out of the kitchen and crouched down to hide behind the counter. Nate could hear them 
setting up and talking. He lifted his head a little to peek over the counter and immediately spotted Stone, who 
stood with his back toward Nate. He watched the guitarist play for a while, forgetting himself and slowly 


standing up and leaning over the counter with his chin in one hand, propped up on an elbow. 

When Stone turned around and lifted his guitar over his head to set it down, Nate was momentarily frozen to 
the spot. But when Stone gave him a somewhat confused smile, Nate started and straightened, turning to 
scamper back into the kitchen. 

"Hey." 

Nate stopped, placed one hand on his hip, and gave Stone a little grin. "Hey, yourself." 

The older man laughed softly as he approached. "That's an interesting shirt. | like the, uh, structural 
customization, too." He made an over-exaggerated cringing face. "I usually know all the guys that work here. | 
don't know you." 


"That's about to change." He held his hand out. "I'm Nate." 


Stone gave him a long, scrutinizing look under which Nate did not falter. "Nate. I'm Stone." He finally slid his 
hand into Nate's. 


It's a pleasure to meet you." Nate might have drawn out the word, ‘pleasure’ a little longer than he needed to 


while he kept a firm grasp on Stone's hand. "l'm sorry for sneaking in. | just wanted to listen" 
"| don't mind. You can help me with something, though." 


"l'm sure | can" Nate murmured as he let his eyes wander over Stone's chest. He lifted his gaze and gave the 


older man a sweet smile. 
Stone pulled his hand free and stuffed it into his jeans pocket while Nate watched. He pulled a set of keys out. 
"My car is the dark blue Prius. There's a case of beer in the back. Can you bring it in and find a tub or 


something to fill with ice?" 


He tried so hard to keep from making a face as he wrapped his hand around the keys that dangled from 
Stone's finger. "Sure," Nate managed. "As long as | get to have one." 


"Drinking on the job?" Stone raised an eyebrow. 


Nate turned toward the kitchen "I'm about to get off," He said over his shoulder, giving Stone a smirk 


Outside, he looked over the car before hitting the button on the key fob to unlock it. Stone's car. He had the 
key to Stone's car in his hand. Nate took his phone out and leaned closer to the car, snapping a selfie and 
sending it off to Jenna with the caption, "That was easy." Snickering to himself, Nate picked up the case of 
beer from the back, ignoring the hoodie and baseball hat that sat beside it. He briefly wondered if the back 
seat of the Prius folded all the way down. 


Now that he had a case of beer and Stone's keys, Nate didn't give a shit who saw him wandering around. He 
went back inside and sat the beer down, looking around the kitchen for a container and the ice maker. There 
was a big, red bucket up on a shelf too high for Nate to reach. He considered dragging a chair from the front 
back when he heard someone behind him. 

"Need a hand, short stack?" 

With a grin, Nate turned around. "I'm not that short." 

Stone smiled as he stepped closer. "You're not that tall, either. Watch out." 

He shifted to the side a little and watched Stone reach up for the bucket. When the older man's shirt rode up 
and exposed a strip of skin, Nate barely contained his whimper. He was still staring when Stone brought the 


bucket down and held it out for Nate. 


After it was filled with ice and bottles of Stella Artois, Nate let Stone take the handle and carry it out, toward 
the stage. He plucked one of the bottles from it as Stone set it down. Nate peeled the foil from around the 
neck of the bottle and frowned when he realized the cap was not a twist-off. 

"Are you even old enough to drink?" Stone asked as he took the bottle from Nate's hands. 


"Yes." 


"By how many days?" The older man smirked as he used one of his keys to pry off the cap. He handed the 
bottle back to Nate and opened another bottle for himself. 


Nate narrowed his eyes at Stone. "Like five months." 


"Ah. Well, take it easy tonight, old timer," Stone joked before he took a drink. "And thanks for your help. You 
said you were getting off work. Are you staying for the show?" 


Nate nodded. "Wouldn't miss it. I'll be right in the front" 


"Great. You're gonna make me look at that shirt all night?" 


He grinned. "No, not all night." 

Brad played only six songs. Nate stood directly in front of Stone and never took his eyes off of him. He danced 
and bobbed his head and sang along with the songs he knew. He smiled every time Stone glanced in his 
direction, and made sure his shirt would slip to the side and show off his bare shoulder. And when he lifted his 
arms over his head, Nate made sure that Stone saw his bare stomach as well. 

As the band began to pack up their gear, several people stormed toward them, seeking autographs and photos. 
Nate decided to hang back a little, waiting for them to disperse. He leaned against one of the record bins and 
watched Stone as he graciously, if not a bit hurriedly, signed a few CDs and allowed a few people to take 
selfies with him. As soon as he was finished, however, he looked up and found Nate. Their eyes met and Nate 
took it as a silent invitation 

"Don't want a selfie?" Stone asked with a smirk when Nate pushed off the bin and wandered toward him. 

Nate shrugged his bare shoulder. "Thought you might find it a bit odd." 

"Yeah?" 


| mean, | already have you here, on my shirt." 


Stone wrinkled his nose and then turned his glance to the Easy Street t-shirts for sale. "Can | maybe buy you 


something else to wear? My own face is freaking me out" 

Nate decided it was now or never. He very coyly pulled his bottom lip between his teeth as he reached out and 
touched Stone's grey t-shirt at his chest. "I told you that you wouldn't have to look at it all night." He flicked 
his eyes up To meet Stone's gaze. 

The moment of realization on Stone's part was evident. His eyes widened and a gorgeous pink flush touched his 
cheeks. He licked his lips and very slowly leaned back, away from Nate. "I, uh, l'm, I'm flattered, but | don't .." He 
smiled a bit sheepishly. "I don't think that's a good idea" 

Nate dropped his hand and shrugged that bare shoulder. "You understand | had to put it out there." 

"Of course." Stone's smile turned soft and warm. 

"If you change your mind -" 


"You'll be the first to know." 


With a little grin, Nate went to the bucket and pulled out another bottle and held it out to Stone. "Would you 


mind? And then | guess I'll leave you alone." 


The older man took the bottle and opened it with his key. When he handed it back, Nate let his fingers slide 
against Stone's and he lingered for a moment. He knew better than to accept defeat at this point. It was a 
game of strategy and Nate was an expert. 


As he pulled the bottle from Stone's hand, Nate leaned into him, up on his toes, and kissed Stone's cheek. "It 
was really great to finally meet you. Thank you." 


Stone stammered a bit as Nate pulled away. "lm sorry, kid. | just don't | can't „with fans." 

He could tell he was so close. The hesitation and tone of Stone's voice told Nate all he needed to know. He gave 
the older man a big smile before lifting the bottle to his lips. Keeping his gaze locked on Stone's, he tilted his 
head back slightly and took a long drink. And, as he turned to leave, he threw over his shoulder, "Don't worry 
about it. I'm not that much of a fan" 

Of course, he didn't mean it. He knew Stone would know he didn't mean it, either. But he slowly wandered out 
the front of the store, anyway, leaving the ball in the other man's court. It was a calculated risk, but one that 
Nate was sure would pay off. He knew how to read the signs. The smiles, the look in Stone's eyes, the way he 


seemed to choose his words so carefully. These were all telling Nate that the man was interested. 


Stone was carrying a guitar case as he exited the building and walked toward his car. When he looked up, he 


gave a single huff and shook his head, even as a little grin touched his lips. “Thought you left” 


Nate was leaning against the fender of Stone's car, peeling the label from the empty beer bottle in his hand. 
"Changed my mind." 


As he walked past Nate to the back of the car, Stone replied, "I haven't changed mine." 
"You will." 


He slid the guitar case into car and reached up to pull the hatch door closed. "Yeah? What gives you that 
idea?" 


Without moving from his spot against the car, Nate grinned and shrugged his shoulder. "Call it hunch." 
Stone walked over and stood in front of Nate. "Listen, you're a sweet kid, but | told you -" 


"You can't with fans." Nate was amused now. He had to admit, he enjoyed the game. And whether he knew it or 
not, Stone played it rather well. 


"Right." 


"I'm here to show you that you actually can" 


‘Oh, really?" Stone laughed. 
"Mmhmm." Nate bunched his fist into Stone's shirt and pulled him closer. "Consider it a favor." 


Stone allowed Nate to pull him in. He raised both hands to Nate's shoulders, his fingers sliding along his bare 
skin "That's generous of you." 


‘lm a very giving person" 


"Fuck," Stone groaned under his breath as he moved his hands down to Nate's sides and lifted him to sit on the 


car and then pushed himself between Nate's knees. 


For a moment, they merely stared at each other. Nate trailed his hands down to Stone's hips and pulled him 
closer, squeezing his knees against him. He dragged his tongue across his top lip and smirked when Stone let 
out a little whine and moved his hands to Nate's back, sliding under his shirt. The game was anything but over. 
Nate dropped his gaze to Stone's mouth as he pulled his bottom lip between his teeth again. 


Just as he wanted, the older man began to lean into him. Nate helped by pulling on his shirt. But, as Stone's 
eyes closed and Nate could feel his breath on his lips, he turned his head, looking toward the back door of the 
building. "We should get out of here," Nate whispered. 


The older man growled under his breath as he pulled back, giving Nate space to slide off the car. "Where do 


you live?" 


"Oh, just a couple blocks away." Nate replied as he feet touched the ground. "But we can't go there. | have a 


roommate." 

With another, little grunt, Stone shook his head. "Get in" 

It seemed to Nate that Stone was in a bit of a hurry as he drove west through the darkened, deserted 
streets. With a little grin, he leaned across the car, moving a hand to the older man's thigh. "What's your 


rush? Are you a little worked up over here?" 


Stone cocked an eyebrow and glanced down at the hand on his thigh and then at Nate. He pulled the car to a 
stop in the empty parking lot underneath the Alki Lighthouse and killed the lights and the engine. 


"Under the lighthouse," Nate murmured. "That's romantic." 


Two large hands caught his face and held it. Nate gasped softly and closed his eyes when Stone swept his 
thumbs across the apples of his cheeks. "Do you have any idea how fucking gorgeous you are?" 


Now, Nate smiled without opening his eyes. "Kind of, yeah." 


Stone leaned closer, his lips barely brushing against Nate's. "Do you have any idea how infuriating you are?" 
"Kind of, yeah." 

"Of course," Stone sighed. 

Nate kept his hand in Stone's lap while the other slipped around the back of his neck. He happily gave in to the 
older man's kisses, parting his lips and slipping his tongue into Stone's mouth. Stone broke the kiss and went for 
Nate's neck while his hands slid down the boy's chest to his stomach, where he grasped the hem of his shirt. 
Light kisses were dotted under Nate's jaw, moving back toward his ear. Stone gently ran the tip of his tongue 
over the shell of his ear and then paused to pull the lobe between his lips and softly suck. Nate tilted his head 
back and moaned. He moved the hand that was in Stone's lap up around his neck as well. 

"Take this fucking shirt off. It's still freaking me out," Stone hissed in his ear as he pulled the shirt up. 

Nate giggled as he leaned back and raised his arms, letting the older man pull the shirt off. Once it was over 
his head, the shirt ended up on the floor of the car and Stone wrapped his long arms around Nate's waist and 
practically pulled him across the car, into his lap. 


"We could get in the back," Nate offered as he leaned into Stone's hands against his chest. 


The guitar ended up in the front seat as the back seats were folded down Nate kicked off his shoes before 
climbing in and stretching out. He gave Stone a playful smirk as he patted the empty space beside him. 


"This is ridiculous," The older man mumbled as he pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it at Nate, who 
stuffed it under his head as a pillow. As he tried to stretch out beside Nate, his feet hit the back of the car 
and he had to lift them out in order to fully stretch out his long legs. 


Nate giggled. "See? Sometimes being short is better!" 


"Uh-huh. Let's see how this works." Stone scooped his arms around Nate and rolled onto his back, bending his 
legs at the knees. He pulled Nate on top of himself and moved his hands to Nate's thighs. 


Nate giggled harder as he straddled Stone and tried to sit up, having to lean over, unable to sit up without 
banging his head against the ceiling. “This will work for what | have in mind, don't worry." 


"Yeah? What do you have in mind?" 
He didn’t reply, but merely began to rock against Stone, sliding his ass against the older man's crotch. 
"Dry humping? That's it?" 


"Do you have any idea how infuriating you are?" 


"Kind of, yeah." 

Nate slid off of Stone and lay beside him, on his back. He unbuttoned his jeans and started to wriggle out of 
them. Stone lifted his head and watched with amusement as the boy worked to get his tight jeans down his 
legs and kick them off. 


"Nice panties." 


Nate lay back again, panting softly from the struggle. “Thanks. | had a feeling you'd enjoy them" To emphasize 
his point, he turned onto his side and pushed his ass against Stone. 


The older man slipped an index finger into the pale pink lace thong and teasingly snapped it back. "Won't even 
need to take them off" 


Nate grunted "Take them off for what?" He asked over his shoulder. 


Stone rolled onto his side to spoon the boy, driving his bulging crotch against Nate's ass. "For fucking this hot 
little ass of yours," He hissed into Nate's ear before he nipped at his earlobe. 


Nate shuddered and took one of Stone's hands and pulled it down to feel his hard cock through the lace of his 
panties. His hips rolled back and forth, sending his ass back against Stone before pushing his cock against the 
older man's hand. 

"My, my. Someone is growing impatient. And so big." Stone teased as he slid his palm against Nate. 


"Fuck." 


"We might get to that. But first, I'm going to enjoy this." He moved his hand to slide around Nate's hip and 
pushed his finger between his cheeks, teasing the boy's hole. 


"Oh, god! 

"That's right. Boys who like to tease get teased right back" 

"Fuck me, Stone. Please!" 

"| love hearing a sweet boy beg for it" 

Ignoring the fact that he was still in his jeans, Stone rolled to his back again and pulled Nate on top of him, this 
time in a sixty-nine position He pushed the delicate lace to the side and used his tongue to tease and lap at 


the boy's hole. Nate whined as he lay his head against Stone's bare stomach, kissing and licking just below his 
navel. He opened the button on Stone's jeans and unzipped them, pushing his hand inside and under the 


waistband of his shorts. Wrapping his fingers around the older man's cock, Nate stroked him slowly at first. 
Stone flicked the tip of his tongue against Nate's tight opening. 


"Open up for me, baby. You know you want it” 

"Yes!" Nate cried out and started stroking faster. "Take these off, please!" 

"Go on, then. Take them off for me." 

He wasted no time and scrambling around the cramped space of the Prius, wriggling around and pulling Stone's 
jeans and shorts off. When Nate turned back to look at the older man, he licked his lips and grinned. "Fuck, you 
are so fucking hot," He purred as he slowly crawled between Stone's bent legs. He slid his hands under his 
thighs and around to grip his hips as he bent his head and took Stone into his mouth. 


"Good boy," Stone murmured while he lay one hand on the back of Nate's head. “Take it all." 


Nate whined around the cock in his mouth and slowly opened his throat to take more until his nose was 


pressed against Stone. He sucked hard as he drew back, causing the older man to shudder and groan. 
"Yeah, thats good. You're a sweet, little cocksucker, aren't you?" 


With a little smirk, Nate gazed up at him. "Best you'll ever have." He lowered his mouth to Stone's balls, sucking 
one into his mouth and flicking his tongue against it before doing the same to the other. 


| was going to tell you to turn back around and give me that ass. But if you're boasting about what a good 
blowjob you give, you can just keep going.” 


Nate giggled as he hurried to turn around and give Stone his ass again. He went back to work, sucking and 


licking the older man's cock while Stone devoured his hole. The older man paused to slip his long middle finger 


into his mouth and get it wet. Nate gave a impatient whine which earned him a little swat. 


Stone pulled his wet finger from his mouth and immediately pushed the tip against the boy's hole, gently 
pushing it in. "Patience, boy." 


But, after a second finger was slid inside of him, Nate couldn't be patient if he tried And he didn't really try 


too hard. "Need your cock in me," He panted. "Please." 
Stone grinned before he gave Nate's ass cheek a little bite. "Such a hungry, greedy, little boy.’ 
"Yes! Yes, Sir." 


As Nate started to reach for his jeans, Stone started to turn over to reach for the middle console of the car. 
Nate pulled a condom out of the pocket and turned back. Stone pulled a condom from the console. They both 


looked at each other and laughed. 

"Are you kidding me?" Nate giggled. He mimicked Stone, "I can't do that with fans: You're such a slut!" 

"How do you know | keep these for fans?" Stone grinned. 

"Okay, but you're still a slut." 

"So are you. Get on this dick" 

Nate shook his head and tore open the condom wrapper. He slowly rolled the condom onto Stone and then 
moved to straddle him, taking the older man in one hand and guiding him to his hole. Nate eased himself down, 
gasping when he was entered and stretched. When he had taken all of Stone, Nate slowly pulled himself back up 
and began bouncing and grinding, reaching for the two front seats to hold onto. Stone used two hands to pull 
Nate's panties down, freeing his hard cock. 

They switched and Nate lay on his stomach, back arched and ass in the air, panties around his thighs, while 
Stone did his best to keep from banging his head against the ceiling. He propped himself up on one hand as he 
drove into Nate from behind Nate moaned and mewled and grew louder with each deep thrust. 

"Can | come? Oh, god, Sir, please! Let me come!" 

Stone moved his hand to Nate's shoulder as he leaned over him and hissed. "Not yet, boy. Don't you dare come 
yet" The older man rutted into Nate a few more times before he pulled out and yanked the condom off. 
"That's it. Good boy. Not yet" He stroked himself and finally spilled his seed all over Nate's ass and the small 
of his back 


The boy whined and flattened himself out, rolling his hips and sliding his cock against the rough carpet of the 


car. 


"No, you don't." Stone caught him by his hips and flipped him over. "I want it," He growled before taking Nate 
into his mouth and sucking him hard and fast. 


"Fuck! Oh, my fucking godl" The boy screamed and bucked underneath the older man, pumping his come down 
his throat. 


They lay wrapped up in each other, gazing up at the starry sky through the open sunroof. Nate shivered and 
snuggled into Stone's chest, which prompted the older man to reach for the hoodie and wrap it around the boy. 


"So romantic," Nate murmured. 


Stone kissed the top of his head. "That's me." 


A few hours later, they shuffled back into Easy Street and sat down for breakfast. Nate wore the hoodie and 
even took the baseball hat and put it on backwards. As he gazed over his coffee mug at Stone, he gave him a 
soft smile. Deep down, something told him that the games were now, officially, over. 

Stone wore his own soft smile as he leaned closer and whispered to Nate, "Promise me something?" 


"Anything." 


"Never wear that shirt again" 


